Gustave Flaubert Letters

exaggeration, it was splendid. Paris on the whole turns to
the colossal. It is becoming foolish and unrestrained. Per-
haps we are returning to the ancient Orient. It seems to me
that idols will come out of the earth. We are menaced with a
Babylon.

Why not? The individual has been so denied by democracy
that he will abase himself to a complete effacement, as under
the great theocratic despotisms.

The Tsar of Russia displeased me profoundly; I found him
a rustic. On a parallel with Monsieur Floquet who cries with-
out any danger: "Long live Poland!" We have chic people
who have had themselves registered at the Elysee. Oh! what
a fine epoch!

My novel goes piano. The further I get on the more diffi-
culties arise. What a heavy cart of sandstone to drag along!
And you pity yourself for a labor that lasts six months!

I have enough more for two years, at least (of mine). How
the devil do you find the connection between your ideas ? It is
that that delays me. Moreover this book demands tiresome
researches. For instance on Monday; I was at the Jockey-
Club, at the Cafe Anglais, and at a lawyer's in turn.

Do you like Victor Hugo's preface to the Paris-Guide? Not
very much, do you? Hugo's philosophy seems to me always
vague.

I was carried away with delight, a week ago, at an encamp-
ment of Gypsies who had established at Rouen. This is the
third time that I have seen them and always with a new pleas-
ure. The great thing is that they excite the hatred of the
bourgeois, although they are as inoffensive as sheep.

I appeared very badly before the crowd because I gave them
a few sous, and I heard some fine words a la Prudhomme.
That hatred springs from something very profound and com-
plex. One finds it among all orderly people.

It is the hatred that one feels for the bedouin, for the heretic,
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